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Road there TORR as men a report, ke xl 

Not up to, Heav'n but Tort nbam Court ; . 


O er which on Sundays crowds are driv' n, 
Of new coin'd Saints Cock- ſure of Heay' n. ; 
There, at an Half-way Houſe they ſtop; 5 
By ſome call'd Suintum 's Schifm Shep. 
There, far from Doctrine Apoſtolic, - 
They groan for Grace as in the Cholic z . 
"0 
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And in this Hum-drum ſituation, 

| Methodic Saints wait Inſpiration. 

"Twas after a long Lecture given, 5 
From which all Goſpel was quite driven; 
And in its room were wond'rous tales, 
Of Storms, of Providence, and Whales ; 
Of many a Georgia Proſelyte, 

From darkneſs call'd, and ſhewn the : 
Ol Saints made out of wicked Sinners, 
Till hearers Guts grumbl'd for Dinners. 
When all in haſte the news was brought, 
That he who Squintum ſet at naught, 
And made his Saints look black as ſoot, 
Was juſt depriv'd of Leg and Foot. 

A ſudden joy o erſpread their Gi 885, 

And made em grin like roaſted Pigs ; E:4 
On which their Bell. -weather aroſe, | 
Firſt cough'd, then hem'd, and blew his Noſe; 
And having head and ſtomach clear d, 
Ye thus their righteous Spirits chear'd. 


« OUR 
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« OUR pray'rs are hear'd, his race is run, 
The Varlet is at laſt undone. 
This judgment I did then foreſee, 
When he took off Dame Cole and Me. 
He'll now no more the Saints abuſe, 
o ſing Te Deum for the news.” 


T n= flock of joy was ſo profuſe, , 

| You'd think Old Nick had broken looſe ® 
But in the midſt of all the pother, 

Up roſe a conſcientious Brother; 

Fully reſolv'd; at all events, | 

To ſpeak his mind, and deep intents. 
Three times he cough'd and'ſtrok'd his chin, 
And took fome time fore he'd begin ; 
But now, being ready prim'd and cock' * 
His purpoſes he thus unlock 25 


« TH R man's a Sinner to be ſure, 
And one that T cou'd nel er endure 3 


But 
LO Alluding to the great pleaſure (he Author was well aſſured) N 


expreſſed at the news. 


N "To l a ane * 
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But fince the news for truth's abroad 

That he's ſo ſadly Clapper-claw'd ; 1 

Who knows, ſince this Chaſtiſement' J ſent, | 

But the arch Wag may now repent; 5 1 2 

And cry for quarter in this pickle, . 5 

For railing gainſt our Conyen tiele. IÞ 

Therefore, with leave and licence free, . 

Of Doctor Spuintum s ſanctity, WI tte 7 

For this loſt Sheep I'll ireight go look, 

And try to fold him in our Flock. g.. ; 

Shou'd he, who was our grand 1 „ 

Leave off his Gambols and turn Preacher; 5 . 

And in our holy Roſtrum mount, 5 5 

Brethren! t 'would turn to rare account : "HH | 

Should he for teaching have a call, 

He'd in to Mouſe holes preach us all; 5 

Our Saints would get more by th Royſter, DS 
Than ever Abbot got by's Cloyſter. 5 

My mind's ſo on this project bent. 

I'll find him ſtreight and know th' event. 

Nor will I reſt *till I have found, 9 8 
The port where now he lies Limb - bound. 


u 
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ru firſt condole his diſmal plight, 
Then try to ſet old quarrels right. 
This odd adventure may ſo tame him, 


We to ſome goodneſs may reclaim him; 5 


As men againſt a barrel knock, 


And gueſs by th' found its ſtrength of ſtock, 
So I'll his conſcience rap to find, 
By th' ſound it makes how he's inclin'd, _ 
And if his conſcience ſhould rebuke him, 
As ſure as Eggs are Eggs I'll hook him.” 


Tris fay'd, he made no longer ſtand, 
But taking up his A—ſ—e in's hand, 
A haſty leave took of his friends, _ 
Who pray'd that he might gain his ende. 
That done, he left em in a tricſec, 
(With ſomething more in's head than Lice) 
Nor ſtopt till he had reach d the quarter, 
Where lay our Tragi- comic Martyr; 5 
| He knock'd, and was admitted in, 
Then aſk'd if F —e was to be ſeen; 


c | And 


'o THE METHODIST AND MIMIC. 
And ſaid he'd ſomething to relate, 1 £21k oe 
A ſecret of the utmoſt weight, 
And begg'd that he might ſee him ſtrait. 
The French domeſtic ſoon obey'd him, 

And to F—e's chamber ſtrait convey'd him. 
| Being enter'd, he a moſt profound | 


Low rev'rence made, down to the ground ; 
And after ſome ſmall heſitation, : 5, 
He thus began his wane n anos 


Ox Saints have me their N. uncio ſent, 
In hopes to bring you to repent. A 
That you'd reform they earneſt beg, . e 
Leaſt you ſhould loſe another bes, ; 24. l 
For pious Squintum propheſy d, L eee 
Some ſad diſaſter you'd betide; ; 

When Sifter Cale, of plous mem 8 

Was made the ſubje& of your mum'ry; 
And he himſelf the Stage was brought on, 
To preach of Boy and Leg of Mutton. 
Vet he good Soul takes reſolution, 

To ſend Methodic Abſolution 


For 
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For all your dogs-tricks, pranks and folly, 
If you'll reclaim, preach, and look holy. 
Then pray your Gambols throw alide, 

A Pulpit Leg and Foot will hide; 

Quit the lewd Stage, be rul'd by me, 

And in a little time FOR be | 

As ſanctify d as any he. 

What ſay you to this friendly proffer > 

You' I never have ſo fine an offer.” i 


'7T HE Mimic's Rage, aliens define can? 


Like a live Flounder in a:Fry'ng-pan ; 
He toſs d and caper d in the bed, 
And then lay ſtill as he were dead. 
Wildly he ſtar d about the room, 

But cou'd not ſpeak for foam and ihe; ; 
Till having got the uſe of's Gullet, - 
His Rage flew out like ts Bullet. 


« Our of my + Sehr you cantiri ; Dog, | 
For here 1 [wear by dr 


11 


It 


1 THE METHODIST AND;MIMIC.. 
It ſhan't be long before, we reckonz Cf 
In light up raw ſhall Gnge your Bacon. þ 
Who thruſt it to your fooliſh. Nob Mc) 15 

That I would go a Golpel Jobbing ? fy 

If that's your Dogſhip's buſineſs here, 
You've got the wrong Sow by the Ear, 5 | 
Tho' my Leg's loſt, and Im i in bed, Wt 10 
You Dunce! it has not hurt my Head. 
That has not ſuffer d amputation, 
But ſtill is found and keeps its Raton, SE ng 
For me, no gain ſhall ever brie. 
To join your Phari/aic Tribe; u n cit 4k 
That to the cant and preaching doom n men, MIA) 
Of Coblers, and inſpir d Broom men. 13 | a 
Who like Exciſe men enter houſes, . f | 
To gage the Conſcience of men's Spouſes; _ 
And with more things than Heav'n in view, 5 15 
Fathom their Faith and Pockets too; 

And for the welfare of the Soul, 7 5 

Keep both their Conſcience, and their Cole. 

“ Sir, ſaid the Saint in that affair, 

I have heard Squintum oft declare; 


> , 
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One truly pious, Chriſtian Brother, : 

In all concerns ſhould help another ; 

Left cares their future ſtate endanger, 

And their ſouls run to rack and manger. 

Money, you know my friend's the Devil, 5 

He therefore frees them from that evil; 15 
They're much too weak he well does know, 

To wreſtle with fo ſtrong "+ "rad 105 

He can encounter with the T . 1 cr, 

And of vile Mammon make a Friend; 

Can lock him up, and keep him cloſe ; 

Once in his claws he'll ne'er get looſe. 

Unleſs Dame Charity ſhould come, 

And ſhe, you know, begins at home ; 

80 to himſelf, or others given, 

The treaſure till is ſtor d in Heav'n. 

Which one day will bring good account, 

When the good Brethren thither mount, | 

And that they all aſſur'dly wil, 

They ve Doctor Squintum' s Hand and Seal ; 

The Bond is good, the payment's ſure ; 
The Bark itſelf's not fo ſecure,” 


Ds | FrienD, 
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'F RIEND, ſaid the Debll, - „for enam s Word, 


Or Bond, I wou d not give a T- d. 
All theſe new Lights that now ſo ſway ye, 


Are but Dark-Lanthorns to betray ye ; 


And lead the Fools; whoſe ear ſo itches, 
After new Doctrines, into ditches, 


| Where like loſt ſheep they err and ly, 


But never take to the right way. 

Leave the rich paſture and the' flocks, 
That feed on Doctrine Orthodox, | 
And leap the hedge to run and dine, 


On huſks and grains with W—4's fine, I 


Fly from the Church like ſtupid Elves, 
And excommunicate themſelves. 

And if the Wretches had their due, 
The Church and Law ſhould do it too. 
And make an Act of Parliament, 

All Strolling Preachers to prevent ; 

Drive the vile Vermin from their Tubs, 
Like Prentices ſrom Spouting Clubs; 


17 \F 
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Who do more Miſchief with their Pray'rs, 

Than twenty Setts of Strolling Players; 
And ſend the Brainleſs Mob a gadding, 
To Waal d. or Apoſtle Md n; 


Viler than Pilot's ſoldier wer, on 111A 
They'd not the Holy Garment tern: 
That the great Emblem ſeem'd to be. Is! 
Of Chriſtian Churches Unity. © 21 1 als 9969.) 
By Wolves, in Hiſtory tis ſaid, e no bat 180T 
This Iſle was once inhabitſde. 
Thoſe Wolves without Diſguiſe ate gone 1 
You Mod'rns put Sheeps- cloathing on, 
And cant and pray, yet leave i th lurch, 
Both Law and God's Eſtabliſh'd Church: 
Their meaning of the Scripture ſcorn, 
And Goſpel Light to Darkneſs turn; 
Pervert what they don't underſtand, 
And ſpread new Schiſms through the land. [ 
Rank Error ripens in their Soil, 
As Matter ripens in a Boil; 
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And when th' Impoſthume's brought to head, 
That in th' Enthuſiaſt's brain is bred ; 
Out burſts the pois'nous rank Corruption, 
That in the Church makes ſuch Eruption. 
Then Cant, and ſcrew their Chops and whine, 
And make wry mouths at the Divine. 3 


Tis no where in the Scripture hinted, 
That an Apoſtle ever Squinted; 
But power to them and Grace was s given, 
To look directly up to Heaven ; - 


Not Argus-like, nine ways at once, 

To view each ſleeping ſenſeleſs Dunce ; 

And, Prophet like, divine and tell, 

Who'd be made Saints, who go to Hell. 

Some folks may think this maxim's odd ; 

But mark the Man that's mark'd by God. 

Few to do good can ever win 'em, — : 
There's ſomething ſly and ſubtle in 'em ; | 

They'd make you think they Good were working, 

But Miſchief underncath lies lurking. 


SIR, | 


- 
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1 8 IR, Abi the Men, I find | 
' You to our Cauſe are il. inclin'd; ber 
With rage and ſcorn our proffer Miet! 
And paint our Saints with cloven feet.” 7 
I well remember, and you „ 
Ho—gerth of late ſerv'd Crdietl ſo 3 
Made him in form of Bear to ſtand, 7 
With pot of Beer, and Parlon's er e i. 2 
And in deriſion of his betters 155 | | 
A Dutch Dog piſſing on his letters. e SY THI 
1 in ſome ſatyrie piece, "= R 
May paint us Foxes teaching Geeſe ; 


| . % NEST ] Ä 
And in your headſtrong whims and folly, 


Shed water on us that's not Holy. 
Which to prevent let Malice end, 
"_ what's paſt, and be our c Friend.” 


ec en as r as Ive a Rag, 
Or I a Tongue, or Pen can wag 
Nor friendly Converſe hold among ye, 
But while I live will ſtill bedung ye :: 
| - =. „ 
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From whom had Methodiſts Commiſſion ? 
Who ſent them on the Holy. Miſſion? - 1 


” = % A 


Who Moſes and the Prophets | ul) o oY 
We know full well, and bleb. ck Event. 43 162 ff "Ry 
Thoſe that would enter the Sheep-fold, __ - 1 
Muſt enter at the Door we re told. eee Hel 
If they who from the Right. Path 101 . eee 
And want to climb ſome other way, W HD ALY 
Are by the Law regarded VVV 
As Thieves who come to Rob and Kills. 885 5:00 þo 6: 
Then uncommiſſion d Goſpel, Jobbers, - - 7 #2 17 
Are all a pack of Thieves and Robbers, © 
That make ſhort cuts to Heay'n's abode, es f ved. 
By Tott'nham Court, or Moor fields Roads; uns 
With your own Weapons now I'll maul ye; 50 

There's Scripture for the names I call ee. 7 


« TRHO' I'm a foe to Perſecution, 
Church men ſhould take this Reſolution 80 
To fly and leave you in the lurch, 
As you have done both them and Church; 
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And lay no money out with thoſe, 
Who are our Church and Clergy's foes ; 
And gainſt their Doctors dare diſpute, 


| And call em Trees that bear no Fruit; 


Pay leſs regard to Church and Biſhops, 
Than to ale Mackerell and Fiſh-fhops. 
Cromwell like you did firſt preteld, 
Religion was his only End; et 
But ſoon the Maſk away did fling, 


| Pull d down the Church, and kill d tbe King. 


Now (to Religion's great diſaſter) - 

The Holy Goſpel, like its Maſter, 

By Ignorance is bound and try d; 

And between Thieves is Crucify d. 

But if each Church of England's Brother, 
Wou'd wiſely ſtick by one another, 


And call a general Convocation, 

. Of all true Church men in the nation; 
And on this Article inſiſt, 

That none ſhould deal with Method. FF ; 
Nor the fat Ar—s ever greaſe, 

Of ſeparated Swine like thele ; 


th 1 1 do our Church and Gs Right; 8 
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1 Who by the ſubtle Fiend are ſent, 
In Church and State to make a Rent. 15 
This ſcheme would from their Kennels rout em, 


And make the Prick- ears look about mm 


They'd ſoon leave Squintum in the urch, 
And glide like Snakes again to Church ; 
Till then, let all like me determine, 
To fly th' infectious canting mail . 


— 


6 
- 
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You come here, Find or of miſtake me. NS 
| 1 
A Preacher of your Tribe to make m. 2 
| 
You hear 2 Doctrine, and ſo ting | : 


And tho' on Stumps will bravely Sehr, 


Againſt your ſanctify d Horſe Leeches, _ a | 0 ou 


That more for Coin, than Conſcience Preaches.. - 
And Squintum and his Tabernacle, . 
Shall be well ſous'd in Satyr's Pickle. 


Ir now you'll bargain with me, frike it. 
'Tis my firſt Sermon—How d'ye like it ?: 


= It: 
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5 Why, quoth the Methodiſt, let's ſtop. 
So many things you muſter up, 
| Againſt our pious Congregation, 
You've put me in a Conſternation. 
But take this Hint my Friend from me, 
You're to yourſelf an enemy ; 

Had you been once the Secret let in, 
Of all our Paſtors private Getting, 
You'd not their Calling ſo deride, 
But hold forth ſtrongly on their Side. 
Farewell Lo/# Sheep, —T'1l ſtay no longer, 
May you in Grace, and Caſb grow ſtronger. 


Wir diſcontent this Couple parted ; 
The Saint groan'd loud—the Mimic F=—r—d ; 
That for your Canting vile betray'rs, 
"Tis Incenſe proper for their Pray rs. 
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